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Of all the mem’ries of the past, 
That comes like summer dreams, 
Whose rainbow hues still round us cast 
Their bright but fleeting beams, 
‘the dearest, sweetest that can be, 
Of days long gone before, 
Are these that bring to mind to me 
‘The good-bye at the door. 
Are those that bring, &«. 


But time and place had quite estranged 
Each early friend we knew ; 
Gow few remain, how many changed 
Of those we dezm'do true ? 
hose happy hours again to me 
But mem’ry can restore, 
Apa life’s last moments seem to be 
‘che good-bye at the door. 
“And life’s last moments, 4. 
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‘TWAS RANK AND FAME, 


From the Opera of ‘‘The Kose of Castille.” 
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Pwag rank and fame that tempted thee, 
Twas Empire charm’d thy heart ; 

But love was wealth —the world-- to me, 
‘Then, false one, Ict us part ! 

The prize | fondly deem’d my own, 
Another’s now may be, 

For ah ! with love —life’s eladness—flowa, 
Leaves grief to wed with me. 

"Tho lowly bred, and humbly born, 
No loftier heart than mine, 

Unlov’d by thee, my pride would scorn 
To share the crown that’s thine 

J sought no empire Fave the heart, 
Which mine can never be ; 

‘Then, false one, we jad better part, 
§ ace love lives not in thee. 
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